A HOTEL FIRE
Miss Davenport, regal in satin, stood, music in hand the fire-light on her handsome face. I, seated at the onran In my precious blue and brocade, played the accompaniment, and sang alto, and, though terror over this simple bit of work brought me to the verge of nervous prostration, the scene was, from the front, like a stolen peep into some beautiful private home, and it brought an astonishing amount of applause. But if I had not " one two thrccd " in Cincinnati on that grinning old piano, where would the organ-scene have been? Ah, a little knowledge, if spread ever so thin by a master hand like Mr. Daly's, will prove useful
So don't refuse to learn a little because you fear you cannot afford to study thoroughly — if you are an actress.
While 1 was sitting through a long wait that day I fell into a brown study. The theatre dresser, who was very font! of me and gave me every spare moment of her time, came into my room and twice addressed me before
I  came out of my reverie.
** What in the world arc you thinking of, Miss Clara? " she asked, and I answered with another question:
II  Mary, were you ever in a great fire?" " No," she said; " were you? "
" Yes/1 I answered; *' I have been twice burned out front nheltcr at dead of night/* and I told her of that hotel fire at 3 A.M., where there was but one stairway to the uttwt; of the mad brutality of the men; of the terrible and the ludicrous scenes; of my own escape, quite alone, In hare ft»et and one white garment; of my standing a leaking hose, while a strange man pulled my right arm, frantically crying* " You come with me! my mother'n got a blanket to wrap you up in!" and' Mr. Eltaler, who had just arrived, seized my left arm, dragging me hi* way and shouting, " Come over to the house and get to 1ml quick, before you die of exposure! " while I felt the water Hpraying nty forlornly shivering shins, ami was more nearly torn asunder than was ever the